Of the Incomparable 


Humbly Inſcribd to the Right — 
Henry St. John Eſq; 


Ergo Quintilium perpetuus ſopor 
Orget, cui pudor &. Fuſtitie ſoror 


Incorrupta fides nudaque veritas 
Quando ullum invenient  Parem ? 


Hor. Lib. 1. Od. 24. 
Aggredere O magnos (aderit j jam tempus) bonores ; 


Aſpice venturo lena ut omnia ſeclo ! 


Virg. Ec. 4- 


E $f 
p * * 1 & : 5 
. „ 
r 
— I * 
ö 
1 % 3 


Printed for Daniel Browne at the Black Swan 
Without Temple-bar, and Sold by A. Bald- 
win at the IT in . ä 1710. 


Mr. PHILIPS. 


TO THE 

Right Honourable 
HENRY St.JOHN /.: 
AR, 
W 7 is a very Pleaſant Confederation to take a view 
F the Circumſtances of us bumble Inſcribers : 
We are obliged to praiſe the Patron we make 
choice of; and at the ſame time to tell him we 
neither do nor intend it: We muſt at once actually flat= 
ter and ſolemnly diſclaim the Imputation ; ingenuouſly 
acknowledge the meanneſs f the Preſent we make, and 
yet formally hope, it will be no longer ſuch, when ſup= 
ported by the Authority of ſo great a Man; humbly 
conceiving, that if be wil e betray bis Fudgment 
in favour to us, the World muſt needs do the ſame in 


_ ance io him, and that to give encouragement to 
bad Me 


Supererrogation; unneceſſary at all times and acceptable 


iting is the very pink, of Courteſie and Mell 
doing. 1 5 
Kah, Sir, are the comical Inconſsftencies with which 
even the politer Dedications are fill d ;\ not one in Tex, 
I dare affirm; but ir adorn d with ſome or other of the 
like Flouriſhes and oratorical Conceits, which indeed ma; 
not be amiſs, if the propriety of Time and Perſon k 
rightly obſerved : But other in my Province, and other 
muſt be my endeavors, who am to addreſs my ſelf to 2 
Gentleman of equal Merit and Modeſty ; to one that 
knows as well how to laugh at ill performances as to value 
good ones, and for a dull Panegyrick might probably re- 


ward me with a Satyr. 


Flattery is to Virtue, what Paint is to Beauty ; and 
even juſt Encomiums are little better than Works of 


at 


/ 


DEDICATION, 
at none ; for in this the Modeſt and the Proud agree, 
that they Expreſs an equal averſion to their own Por- 
traits ;. nor the one nor the other will thank, you for a 
Picture of himſelf. 4 
Hence it is, Sir, that I'm perſuaded youll think your 
ſelF obliged to me for paſſing over thoſe due Praiſes which 
you alone had rather not hear, and mentioning no other 
Virtue but your unwillingneſs to have any mention d at 
all. Tet if you pleaſe to give your ſelf the trouble of 
reading the following Poem through, I doubt I ſhawt be 
able to confine my ſelf within this compaſs, but muſt of 
neceſſity take in ſome other good qualities which will be 
eminently. conſpicuous on that occaſion; I mean, Sir, Your 
Patience, Long-ſuffering, and Forbearance. 
There are many who will be at the Pains of Writing 
ſuch Pieces, as they would not think it worth their wh, 
to read; and ſome few inbo will ſpend more time in read- 
ing du J things than would be required of em to write 


* 


with ones : Tou perbaps, Sir, are in a fair. way io be of 


the latter ſort. 8 


f Fe 8 II * 1 KEE Ti T2 A W. 
But not to detain Your Honour any longer, I ſubmit 


theſe Lines to whatever Treatment Tou ſhall - think fit to 
give em; yet bope for ſome Indulgence for the Subject's 
ſake $f 1 on myjown, yet an Al, Philips's Accoun ; 
no Compoſztion could ever yet Plead a more ſpecious T itle, 
and on. that only, Sir, you, very well know the Credit 4 
many Authors 6. F ounded: In 4 word, from Your Mont 
it is I all expect my Santfion or Condemnation; as what 
ou diſapprove.ne, likely to meet with line, efteem fron 
_ others, ſo what You Praiſe Bands next in Honour to what 
gou write. I am with the moſt profound Reſpet, 
[ „ vu dia ug 
Your Moſt Obedient and Devoted 


* 
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Humble Servant 


Leonard Welſted. 
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A POEM 


To the Memory of the Incomparable 


Mr. P H ILIP gd 


Orgive my Crime, forgive it, gentle Shade; 
If by the Fondneſs of my Grief betrayed, 
I make that Grief unelegantiy known, = 
In ſounds, that are but Ecchoes to thy own. 
How can I write? could Ia, Captive Band 
Sing Songs of Sim in a Foreign Land? 

Or do the Birds in bleak December play 

Their vernal Muſick and their Notes of May 2 
On my cold Brow- a. riſing damp appears, 

And all my Rhetoric is in my Tears ; 

What witty Sorrow is, I never knew, 

And Grief, that's eloquent, is ſeldom true. 


If Strephon, from the Shades you could tranſmit 
One pregnant Beam of your enlivening Wit; 
That might raiſe all my Powers, inform the whole, 
And with harmonious Vigour tune my Soul: 

"i 


Then 


Then like young Prophets with new Viſions bleſt, 
Like Lovers of their Bridal Charms poſſeſt, 
With pleafing Raptures I might fill my Breath, 
And give evn Beauty to the Face of Death; 
Nor need . want of Poeſie or Senſe 

Thoſe idle Fictions, and that dull pretence 

Of wer ping, N 77 75 and * Floods, 


VII | 


Of penſove Shepherds and more penſive Woods, 


To make my Verſe penpharigall Jowy bs 
And furbiſh up a. Threadbare 15 of Woe. 


But ſince "RY Hope, is vain, aud human A 
Can act no other than a human Patt: 15 1 
Accept this Mute but unaffacted Tear S Dart: 


The ſpeechleſs Mourner truly ſpeaks his Care; 


And if Words here and there oonfus d are ſouund; 
(For Grief ſometimes Mill vent it felt in ſound,) 
Attribute them to no poetic Strain 
Nor the kind Dictates of -a happy Vein; 
They're but the Signs of Sorrow in Exceſs, 
The Sallies of a dumb but wild Diſtreſ; 
The fruitleſs Efforts of diſtracted Care, 
Of Grief and Paſſion blended with. Deſpair. 


O're chy dear Reliques how could 1 1 


And in ſoft Murmures rigid fate arraign? 


Oh I could: languiſh, till I were become 
A breathleſs Shape, a Statue to thy Tomb. Q 


Ti 
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(3.9 


= Pen et —ů— — 


Yet leſt my Silence ſhould be thought pretence; 
And or miſconſtrued want of Zeal or Senſe; 
Leſt I ſhould ſeem (hen Piſs does command, 
Py 0 at once my Patron and my Friend ;) 
More cold to Virtue than averſe to Rhime, 
And my Excuſe itſelf be made my Crime; 
TIl give thee what my Sorrows will admit, 
What may evince my Love tho' not my Wit; 
And ſing thy Virtues in 2 lowly” Straing” ,. 


Tho every Virtue makes me weep again. 
a 1b. ia i DING 

Each all my Tears and all my Art demands; 

But Modeſty the firſt and faireſt ſtands; 

She Strove with Virgin bluſhes to conte! 

The Charms her Siſter Graces did reveal; 

She Strove with conſcious Shame to veil their Light, 
But made em ſhine- more eminently bright: 
So when ſome Shade would drive the Light away, 
And intercept the gladſome Beams of Day; 
Taught by the Sun to ſhine, that painted Cloud 
Contributes to the Luſtre it would ſhrowd. 

All Power of Numbers in thy Verſe did meet, 
Which Learning made correct and Nature ſweet; 
Wit mird with Spirit thronghithe whole was found, 
And manly Senſe ſupported lofty Sound; | 
Judgment combin'd with Faney gracd the Song, 
And all was ſolid, beautiful and ſtrong, 


Thy 


(45 


Thy ſweet but nervous Lines were doubly fair, 


Food to the Soul and Muſick to the Ear; 
To the ſtrong Features of a lively Face 


You ſtill the laſt Embelliſhments did place, W 


An eaſie Sweetneſs and à flowing Grace. 


Wich Claſſicks intimate and friendly grown, 


 What'ere you writ, or ſaid, was ſtill your own; 


And tho' fo fondly Milton's Muſe you lov'd ; 
His Graces were not borrow'd but improv'd ; 
Nor didſt thou rob great Mars's facred Shrine; 
But by Amendment mad'ſt his Beauties thine. 
They flouriſh and confeſs thy generous Toll, 


Like Plants tranſlated to a richer Soil. 


Thoughts proper, Words expreſſive and polite, 
A Judgment piercing, an Invention bright 
In thy great Labours all exert their Part, 

And much you owe to Nature, much to Art. 


How nobly daring in thy pompous Page 
The German and the Brittiſh Prince engage? 
With what impetuous Force and Rage divine 
The Gallick and confederate Squadrons joyn ? 
To Worlds unborn our Deathleſs Fame is told, 


And Blenheim will be young, when time is old. 


But hear, oh hear, the Mourning Muſe relate 
Our once young Churchills and our Gloſter*s Fate. 


Leſs 
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Leſs fad, is, Philomef's Nocturnal Tune, 
Lek fad the Muſick of a, dying Swan; 
Iavoly'd in pleaſing Pang the Reader lyes, 
And languiſhing on every.. Accent dyes. . _ 
Each vas revives inder . 8 . 1. 


The ne, Victor 1 * laure Crown, 
* thy Congueſ and; forgers his own. . 


VE 9 * Die 


FX, 
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When of big 1 War and Martial Fame you write, 
War ſeems your Province, Conqueſt your Delight; 
And when you chooſe ſome peaceful rural Theme, 
By Nature fram'd for rural Lays you ſeem. 
Thy Cyder, thy Immortal Cyder ſmiles þ 
Wich richeſt Fragrance through theſe happy Iſles ; 105 
Of equal Worth, ſince ſo divinely ſung, 

To Maris Vintage, and ſhall laſt as long, 
Henceforth the Pippin ſhall the Grape Ourſhine, Fl 
The painted Redftreak Triumph orte the Vine; 
Henceforth this od'rous Liquor ſhall be made 
The cool Refreſhment of each Lover's Shade; 
Give the coy Nymph a” tree luxurious Air, 
And tempt her to be kind as well as fair; 

In the brisk Gallant's hum'rous Mirth ſurpriſe, 
And ſparkle in the Maudlin Coquer's Eyes; 
O're jocund Frolick wit it ſhall preſide, 
And raiſe the Wiſhes of each longing Bride; 
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NN. tis a Crime unpardonably rude: 


Rouſe the blith bug via ro Lowes' Alarms 


And add freſh Luſtre (0 the Ladys Charms. 7 Ds} 215.4 
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Oh that Experience had not caught me *hiy, 
And that it were the frantick Poets Gueſs! 
But much 1 fear the Shepherds told me true, . 
Who ſaid,” Maria,  Strephon dyed for 5o'ͤm •à„3. 
Cyder improved each Feature in thy Face, nit 
And gave a fofter Turn to every Grace; 

In thy all- piercing Eyes did Magick probe, 
And warm'd his willing Heart to fatal ne. 
Ah! gentle Strephon, 1 5 

Such killing Beauty and ſevere Diſ dan 
A Nymph with more than Woman's G . 


p \ ; 
WH 


A Nymph, was cursd with more than Woman's Pride? 


If ſuch there was, oh may the: ſhameful hir, 
Be in Oblivion's gloomy Shades forgot, 


Nor her fair Name in envious Annals write 


A Stain to virtuous: Love and ſolid Wit. 
| ee eee eee ee 

Ta ſpeak thee generous, loyal, juſt and true, 
A Conſtant Friend and not unfriendly Foe 
Were with ſuperfluous Trouble here annext, 
And but a Comment on a "canvaſsd Text. 
But that Religiony' Piety and Zeal IM 
Should influence thy Life and guide * Wil, OY 
Was wondrous ſtrange A Bard devout and good 


To 


(7) 
To the BEAU MONDE, the — e a jeſt; 
Uncomplaiſent and ſingular at beſt, 4 * 
But monſtrous in theſe lewd 3 Times,” 
When the vile Muſe's proſtituted rthimess 
Becbme ſubſervient co Diſonouts Ri, 
Turn Pimps to Lechery and Bawds to Vice, 
When Prieſts and Pbets ate ar open blesc > 
And the Stage cenſures what the Pulpits teach; Fits 
When Bawydy tickles wanton Woman's Vein, i 
And none is witty chat is not prophane.- | 
Twas wondrous ſtrange in ſuch an Ages e 04 
A Wit, a Lover and a Poet tohoõũO0'e0 on * 


4 Ag 
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Should ſtand conform d to ſtrict — Lark" 
And ſhun the faſhionable ;Sins of thaſes 
Whoſe Maxims are to lire by Natures Riley inns? 4/7 
Thar che poor Patſon is the | Scateſman's/Toolz 
That Prieſthood chen began to flouriſn moſt, 
And find encueaſe, tho at the People's Coſt, 
When ſubtle Knaves and Politicians: found. 
Mankind by Laws reſtrain d, by Conſcience bound, 
T hemſelves in more Security might reign, 
And Prieſts perceiv d, that Gadlineſs Was gain. 
Yer ev'n in this degenerate Era caſt, 
Thy Muſe was modeſt as thy Manners chaſt; 
Whatever, tho in ſportive Mood, ſhe faid, | | 
By Matrons might be ſpoke, by Virgins-read : 5 
An Emblem of thy ſelf in her we ſee; ** 
Wiſe were thy Pleaſures and thy Wiſdom w_ 


E An 55 4 : Thus | a 


0 8 } 

Thus excelent n DW hot 
But ah! Such Heaven's myſterious ways we. aud; 00. 
So Providence diſpoſes human kind; Cant; - 47 
The moſt deſerving have the ſhorteſt Due, 3 6 
And Virtue ſeems the Mark of envious Fate: 


The Learn'd, the- Good, the Witty and the Brave unf 
Find the cold Comfort of an early Graves. : 
BION forſook us early, Sh -I late. 5 * 
And CREECH and OLDHAM are ad by T. — te. 
Whether Promethene bold Attempt above 
To ſteal tir authentick real Flames of Jose 
Fram Fiction wholly or in part began; 
t ſure there's ſomething in the Soul of Man, 
That beats Reſemblance to matgrial- Fire ; 
The brighter tis, the ſooner "twill expire. 
Blooming. and-Young-to/ fall is thy Reward; 
While every Mevius of the Age is ſpar d 
From ſtiff CRITERIO to the CITY. BARD; 
With numerous Durfeys I"omit to name, 
Leſt: that might ſeem ſome Merit to proclaim, 
Implying Envy ſtill and Envy Fame. 0 


* 3 


Virtue in all regards >. Be Sport ; 
Nor are her Days leb weariſome than ſhort : 
Each heavier Mortal may his Wealch encreale, - 
And ſleep out many drowly Days, in Peace ; 
With Plenty or wich: Honours bleſt may thrive. - 
If you had what would keep Content alive; * | 
ig Thanks 


— 
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Thanks to your generous Patron good as great, 
Who in deſpight · of all the Storms of Fate, 
Tho the World frown and ſwift the Billows throng, 
Shall be the Subject of 0 Love and Song. 
Whoſe Bounties like the Nile unweatied flow 
Through the fair —. where Arts and Learning grow, 
And always come unſought, yet never ſlow. 


/ N 
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Nor let me paſs unſung that boaſted Name 

Which I and every Britiſh Bard ſhould claim 
Sacred to Verſe and Heir to endleſs F ame ; 
HARCOURT, whoſe powerful Rhetoric, when of lay 
In folemn Judgment Brittain's Peerage fate, \ 
Ennobled Learning and Religions Cauſe, _ wy 
And reconcild old Truths to modern Laws; 5 
How Yeats eraſe not foul Rebellion's Name, 

That Scripture always was and is the fame, 

And loyal juſt Allegiance Merits praiſe 

As well in Ama's as in Charles's Days; 

His every Word than. Honey ſweeter flow'd ; 

His Tongue more charming was than Hermes's Rod. 
HARCOURT, while I thy Death ignobly mourn, 
Pays the laſt Office to thy ſacred Urn; 

And rearing with Majeſtick Pomp thy Tomb 

Swells the big Honours of that hallowed Dome, 
Where their dark gloomy Vaults the Muſes keep, 

And lov'd by Monarchs near thoſe Monarchs ſleep ; 


(10 5 
Where Royal Heroes mouldring "_ claim f 
Thoſe their Aſſociates that preſerve their Fame, 
Juſtiy- in Death with choſe one Manſion hae, \ 
Whoſe Works redeem their Glories from the Grave; 
Where venerable” Chanter's/'antient Head, e500 SN 
And SPENCER much ador'd Reinains att 1 1111 

a Where Cowley's precious Stone, and the! —_ Gt 
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-+ That glories Dryden's mortal Parts to hold, 
1 5 Command hight Reverence and Devotion juſt, 1 29! 16H. 
3 To their _ Relicks 14656 nn „ daid 
ms ee 1 e- is 31's n bao 
| . well a HARCOURT in this DOR meim, 54 
d generous Blood adorns a St. 2 * Kan al 
| . well our Annals Trevor can enrollvvsèL2e 
And that the Patriot lives in HARLEY's a W 
Elſe you, illuſtrious Virtue, might have ſeen Wo © > 
What — hiſeen 3 BEN. 
E | AT | 2006 491; A. For 
Under penurious Stars are Poets born, d. wy 
1 Subject to Envy” or exp694 to Scorm-4 1 | : 


By Some ſtrange Force and ſupernatural bent 
Ever betrayd to Poverty M4 Wants 
To lofty Garrets by degrees they file, od rl} oh 
And there are truly faid to touch che Skies 
They . puichaſe dear their Idol God Renown, 

And (till are complimented and undone. 

Alas! FAME Palace in the Air is built; 

We woe a Miſtreſs but we find a Gilt. 
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by 2 1 
2214 2 . f | 2 [433 (* 14 1 A 
This canin iss . felt ee ; 


And honeſt Butler dyed, exceeding,| poor. | 
And when grim Death did tuneful Dryden; ſeizes... = 
He had not what would: pay che |Sexron's FIT | 


Eyn he who ſyng on yellow Xawbu Share 
The Trojan Fidler ande the Gratim Whore, | 4 


Whom, ſeven Cuies wangled tor when dead, 
Was a poor Mendicant, that ſtrolłd for Bread; 
And when kind Allmers had hi Wants ſupply d, 
Great Jove reward you, Sirs, in Metre cryd. 
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Since then much Poverty and chttle Fame \ 
Is all the Ddwry chat a Muſe can claim; | | 
Since that ſohlime inyigorating Heat, e 
That makes the Poets Pulſe diyinoly bear, 
At laſt rewards him but with barren Praiſe 
Which Envy ſullies and which want allays 3 
Here weeping ore thy Tomb. in mournful Verſe, 
And ſhedding Roſes on thy Honour Elerſe, 
I'll take my laſt farewell and bid aden 
To the curſed Trade and Al he fingling Crews 81 
Nay, rather than relapſe to -wrice or ſtraln 
A miſerable Crambo once again; 
TI turn Horſe Doctor, bear a Scotchman's back, 
Be Pettifogger, Conjurer, or Quack, 


Or any thing you can conceive or know, : Y 
All but a Poet, Pedant, or a Beau. | 
F Ye. 


3 . 

. 
Te Criticks, that like Locuſts vex the Preſs, e 
With little Reaſon damm and write with leſ :: 
Ye honourable Bards, that ſung of ode 
The mighty Stories Greece or Athens toldß 
And thou the worthieſt- of ch inſpired Hoſt, 
The Pride of iſes and thy St. Jobi Boaſt, 
Be witne to the ſacred Vo. I make: 
And when by Verſe debauchd that Vow I break, 
Pure unenlighened Dullneſs on my Head, JOY, 
The Soul and Quinteſſence of Bl--re ſhed | 


— — 


ooner ſhall Players to Virtue make pretence, 

d Learned Pedants condeſcend to Senſes | + 
Sooner ſhall, Country Curates Hebrew ſpeak, 
Phyſicians Noddles be o' rechargd with Greek, 
Attorneys ceaſe to flock in Shoals to Hell, 
And Maurus to write ill or Prior well. 

Sooner . ſhall Eloquence in SMALLDRIDGE fail, 

And humble W--I--s- over Sprat prevail esd 
Cuckold and Citizen two Senſes frame, 

And differing in found, not mean the ſame; 
Than I che Purpoſe of myySoul forget, 0h 


His Lordſhip's Titles for true Worth admit, | 
And be a Begger to be fifd a Wit. $32 & 
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